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Author's Notes: 
This is the second anniversary-challenge story; | used Shania Twain\'s song for this one. 


"Higher..higher.." 


The voice of a video director trying to get the best shot--or something like that. | found myself closing my 
eyes, lifting the skirt, grabbing myself where he'd asked me to. The music blared on, words about a cannibal 


and his victim's final hours that I'd heard so often by now | accepted them as an unseen element of the set. 


At least the whole band wasn't watching this part. 
"Higher..." 
Any higher, and there would have been no point to wearing a skirt at all. | rolled it between my fingers, lifting 


myself off the floor just enough to accomplish the task, and hiked it up until nothing covered my underwear. 
There. 


"Now, I'd like you to strip away the panties..slowly.” 


What did he have in mind? | didn't know, and the answer would only come with time. | knew how this game 


worked by now. 

"Good. You're doing fine, there. You're a beautiful woman--| don't want you to forget that.” 

The evidence that | was anything but a woman lay under my hand, encased in cotton he was now having me 
peel off while flat on my back. | played that "beautiful woman" part to the hilt, however, pulling at the 
underwear one bit at a time until the air hit my cock, then stroking my thighs as it rose. 

"Yeah. | like that." 

The song ended, only to re-start at a much lower volume, and | heard a zipper come undone; my director's 
voice was rougher now, with ragged breathing. "There you go..now, I'd like to see you..touch yourself." From 
the whisper of skin on skin, | suspected that | wasn't the only one now who was getting a little manual relief. 
The room had gone from warm to stifling, | noticed | was sweating under my costume, and the prospect of 
taking off even part of it was more desirable now than ever. | took myself in hand, finally giving in to the urge 
to forget everything else but the feel of flesh around my hard-on He wanted to watch this? I'd be his little 


starlet, giving him something to watch. 


| was getting closer, and--to give a longer show--| slowed down the strokes. His breathing got louder; | heard 
footsteps creep up to me, then his movements as he sat down. 


"You're amazing like this. | don't know how much more | can take." 


| finally spoke. "How much more do you want?" 

Fingers undid my blouse's buttons. "Well, | really want it all.” 

"Oh?" 

‘| want that gorgeous woman you're playing to have her way with me." 


My eyes opened to take in the grin on my so-called director's face. "If you think I'm gonna just give in to your 
every whim, Till.” 


"You didn't mind this time." 


"Have | ever minded? Come on" | stood up and kicked off the heels, then switched into full-on seductress mode. 


"Now--I believe you have a lot to answer for, lover boy." 


"God, | hope so." He flashed a bad-boy smirk and crawled onto the mattress. "Can | answer for it right now, on 


the bed?" 


| joined him as he tugged his jeans off. "I think that was part of the plan" 


